A SONG FOR TO-MORROW
WHEN all the world is fine and new In April or in May, I'll take a stick from off the rack, And tramp about all day.
It may be on my Berkshire downs
By knobs of grass and chalk, With beechwoods in their hollow laps,
No better ground to walk.
It may be on my south sea-cliffs ^V   I'll clamber in the sun,
RVhile the spring surf rolls easily I  And thuds like a far-off gun.
The heat will dance upon the stones,
And turf smell sweet and hot; I'll come on girlish anemones
By stark elm-roots in a knot.
Ill come on nesting hen-linnets
In a hedge with new leaf on; And under the hill, red villages,
And over the hill, new moon.